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whore, that little bitch, after what I've done for her3 to choose a day
such as this, on which she ought to be blessing me, ought to be at my
feet!... Oh, life will make you pay for this, surely and dearly, because
there is some justice in the world ..."

He was playing with effective conviction a scene drawn from his
own repertoire. He sank into a chair.

"To do this to an old man!" he said, in a silence that was broken
only by Sylvaine's sobs.

And suddenly, in the presence of this naked, sobbing woman, and
this man who had just slept with her, he was assailed by an emotion
he had not foreseen, a condition of erotic and painful disquiet, a sort
of sad excitement, a pernicious suffering that lodged both in his mind
and in his body.

His rage was feigned, but his sorrow was real. His plan had turned
against himself.

For a moment he regretted not having arrived earlier, before Simon
had dressed, so as to force them to go through the motions of love in
his presence; in their situation he had the right to demand anything.
He might at least have derived some pleasure from it rather than this
sensation of a surgical operation, the lancet cutting into his tissues.

"My position is ridiculous,*J said Simon after a moment.

" It's human, my boy," replied Wilner.

He got to his feet.

"Edouard! Edouard! I didn't want to wound you," Sylvaine
groaned.

"You know that I never forgive," replied Wilner with a hardness
which, this time, was not simulated. "I'm too old. I no longer have
time."

He had found a justification in his own mind for getting rid of her.
Then he said to Simon: " I think you'll be good enough to drive me
home, drive home an old man who has lost his last illusions. I think
you owe me that at least."

They left without saying, either of them, a word of goodbye to
Sylvaine.

They were driving from the Plaine Monceau towards the Seine,
when Wilner said to Simon: " I did not want to keep the taxi waiting.
They are a ruinous price at night. .. Doesn't it tire you driving your-
self?"

"No," replied Simon automatically, his eyes fixed beyond the wind-
screen. They fell silent.

Wilner could smell on Simon the scent Sylvaine always used, and
that other scent, at once attractive and embarrassing, that her body
exuded at certain moments.

"How many times did you make love to her tonight?" Wilner
asked,
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